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FLIP-FLAP 

Katharine N. Rhoades 



A man at a piano — thousands assembled, close, elbows touching, 

Waiting, 

Manufactured 5ouI-stuff for those who dare not create — 
Come and have your emotions played upon ! 
You like to suffer — so? 

Hush 

A Sound ! 

Ah! 

He plays — you hear? 

Flip-flap — 

All's forgotten — 

Emotions gyrate in the heavy air, keeping time with the 
whirl and swirl of perfectly poised tones. 



5ound and sound and sound 

Rippling — 
Flip-flap. 

An instrument making sounds, and we the sounding boards! 
Laugh loud — 5oul — if you have content 



Why this devastating repression ? Can't you laugh ? — This noise is terrific • 
He is thundering out that bass — doing his best — 
And the others ? 

All intently listening to their own feelings ! 

(We are great! we men of inner response) 



But you — Soul — could you laugh, yours would be the miracle — 
Chopin and Schumann against your laugh ! 

Why don't you ? 
Can't you see yourself standing here looking down upon these cringing, countless, 
round heads, and shapeless — and hair upon hair — and hats — and heads again — ? 
All these million eyes would look — 
Lvery living man, even he who plays — would listen — and marvel — 

Where's that laugh ? 

The music fills the house! 

Louder! louder! 

He pounds at the climax ! 

C sharp — he slipped — I cannot breathe — 

Even the air has turned to sound ! 

They are applauding! Soul!! 
Because he finished — because you did not stop him — 
He smiles — he almost laughs ! 

Endless noise and hands clapping — 

A buzz of words — 

I'm stifled — done for — 
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He seems quite calm himself— 

He has gone beyond his finger-tips to feed these heads with his inner dartings — 
He doesn't look much of a man — yet all these souls are flapping and turning 
and beating and yearning — 

No laugh yet ? Soul of me — why not ? 

To break into this orgie — into this maze of sound and tensity — 

— where tuned-up Beauty flatters some few hundred humans, and 

lends them a vitality for this infected Now. 



Why mock the Artist? the Art that does the trick? the thing 
that stirs and sighs ? 

What's a laugh to that? 
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A Laugh ! such as this would be — could I laugh now ! 

Out into this sea of dreadful stutterings I'd throw an inversion — a revision 

Fool! 

A Whole Self — laughing — 

Yes, all — only my body dead — left here — 
Flip-flap — 

But the laugh? 

Suppose they didn't feel a life float there before them — laughing — 
Didn't know just what a soul sounds like — 

Could I ever stop? 









Who's laughing i 
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